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Editorial 


Yes,  here  it  is.  My  first  offering  of  Toike  to  you, 
the  reader.  I hope  this  paper  is  to  your  liking,  for 
a lot  of  work  has  gone  into  it.  I personally  have 
spent  at  least  70  hours  on  this  paper,  only  to  be 
matched  by  the  dedication  of  Eric  who  also  went 
through  this  last  year. 


Speaking  of  last  year,  it  is  time  for  me  to  retell 
the  story  of  the  Toike  Oike.  Upperclassmen  will 
already  know  this,  so  this  is  for  you  Flrosh.  Last 
year  was  a dark  year  for  the  Toike.  So  dark,  that 
the  media  put  Eric’s  face  on  national  television 
(C.B.C’s  The  National)  for  being  so  bad.  All  of  this 
attention  stemmed  from  the  October  10,  1988  issue 
of  the  Toike.  The  paper  was  scolded  as  being 
racist  (which  it  wasn’t),  sexist  and  homophobic. 
The  modem  Toike  has  always  been  called  those 
three  things,  but  it  was  only  last  year  that  the 
right  voice  squealed  loud  enough  that  everybody 
had  to  take  notice.  Because  of  outside  pressure  to 
end  the  paper,  the  Engineering  Society  called  a 
referendum,  the  result  of  which  was  a resounding 
vote  to  keep  the  paper  as  it  was.  This  is  what 
you  see  today.  Some  people  may  say  that  this 
paper  is  lame  compared  to  the  way  they  used  to 
be,  but  right  now  times  are  different,  and  we  have 
to  adhere  to  a more  conservative  artsie  element. 


In  any  event,  the  Toike  still,  and  always  shall 
continue  into  the  future,  providing  a breath  of 
fresh  air  in  an  otherwise  tense  situation.  But  the 
paper  is  still  in  a great  deal  of  jeopardy  if  people 
do  not  get  involved  and  participate.  The  Toike  is 
for  everybody.  Anyone  can  contribute,  even  if  it  is 
just  leaving  an  article  in  the  Toike  Mailbox.  It 
will  be  read,  and  most  likely  will  be  printed  with 
your  own  byline.  The  easiest  way  to  get  started 
with  the  Toike  is  to  come  out  to  a make-up 
meeting.  These  are  the  meetings  where  the  paper 
first  takes  form  from  a group  of  classmates  sharing 
ideas  and  BEvERages.  All  one  has  to  do  is  keep 
an  eye  on  the  walls  for  posters  for  where  and 
when,  and  then  just  show  up!  Even  artsies  are 
allowed  to  contribute. 


Your  Editurd-in-Chief 


IjaJj-'f 


Disclaimer 


The  Toike  Oike  is  published  some- 
time during  the  year  with  the  full  sup- 
port and  knowledge  of  The 
Engineering  Society.  All  material 
contained  herein  is  of  a fictional, 
humourous  nature.  Note  the  word 
humourous  has  been  stressed.  This 
word  means  that  ah  the  serious  people 
in  this  world  cannot  have  a beef  about 
the  Toike  because  it  is  humour  and 
thus  is  not  to  be  taken  seriously.  In 
most  cases,  names  have  been  changed 
to  protect  the  guilty(them)  and  the  in- 
nocent (us). 

Send  all  letters,  magazines,  parcel 
bombs  and  suicide  squads  of  religious 
fanatics  to: 

The  Toike  Oike 
c/o  the  Editor-in-Chief 
10  King’s  College  Rd. 

Sir  Sandford  Phlegming  Bldg. 

Room  B670 
M5S1A4 


Toike 

Staph 


Editor-in-Chief  David  G.  Brown 


MAJOR  Contributor  Eric  Matusiak 
Chief  Censor  Andrew  Wyllie 


Contributors  Joe  Fuda 

Wayne  McPhee 
Richard  Curtis 
Raymond  Chiu 

All  other  articles  by  Joe  E.  Skule 


Allend  Dr.  Morris  Mertzwortliy's 

INTRODUCTION  TO 
MYTHOLOGY,  PAGANISM  AND 
WITCHCRAFT 


(1  p.m.,  Tuesdoys  & Thursdays  Neuman  Hall) 
OR  YOU  SHAH  BE  CURSED  FOREVER  AND 


DIE! 


Writing  for  the  Toike  is  a lot  of  hard  work,  but 
it  is  also  alot  of  fun.  Make-up  meetings  are  often 
funnier  than  the  paper  itself  because  of  the 
dreaded  file.  This  file  is  the  "I  Wish  I Could  Print 
That  But  I Would  Get  In  Way  Too  Much  Shit"  file. 
I would  give  samples  here,  but  then  I would  be 
printing  it. 


Goofing  Off. 


This  takes  commitment.  You  and  your  friends  must  prac- 
tice every  chance  you  get.  Wear  casual  clothes.  Running  shoes. 
But  on  no  account  should  you  be  running.  Go  to  a friend’s 
place,  a bar,  your  backyard.  Have  a beer.  Tell  stupid 
jokes.  Be  careful  not  to  make  any  sudden 
movements.  And  avoid  anything  that 
looks  like  work.  That’s  what  goofing  off 
is  all  about. 

Molson  Canadian 

What  Beer’s  All  About. 


Well  I should  be  finishing  this  editorial  now  for  I 
am  running  out  of  pleas  to  get  you  down  to  help 
with  this  fine  paper.  Did  I mention  it  looks  great 
on  a resume?  Anyway,  I wish  everyone  the  best  of 
luck  in  the  coming  school  year  and  I hope  to  see 
many  of  you  at  the  next  make-up  meeting. 


Tuesday,  September  4,  1989 
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Amazing  But  True 


PREGNANT 


An  amazing  event  has 
occurred  on  this  planet,  in 
fact,  the  event  has  occurred 
within  the  reaches  of  this  very 
campus.  The  Editur  of  the 
world  renowned  paper,  the 
Toike  Oike,  has  had  an 
unfortunate  encounter  with 
aliens  from  beyond  the  Earth. 
Here  in  his  own  words,  the 
Editur  describes  the  tale  of  his 
becoming  "with  child". 

The  night  was  cold  and 
quiet.  I was  alone  and  lost 
somewhere  in  the  depths  of 
High  Park,  reading  a 
magazine.  I looked  at  my 
watch  tower  and  realized  that 
it  was  3:00  a.m.,  and  I was 
alone  and  sober  ...  something 
strange  was  going  on. 

I continued  wandering 
aimlessly  past  various 
creatures  of  the  night.  I 
noticed  a lightening  around 
me,  and  I looked  up  to  see  the 
cause  of  this.  Looking  up,  I 
could  see  a pale  golden  light. 
This  light  suddenly  burst  into 
a PURE  WHITE  LIGHT, 
illuminating  the  forest  around 
me.  Suddenly,  some  tall,  dark 
figure  wearing  a hat  while 
riding  a horse  loped  up.  The 
Figure  said,  "My  name  is  Ned, 
and  this  is  my  rider  Tex.  Do 
you  want  some  Myrrh?" 

"Myrrh",  I repeated, "What 
the  fuck  is  Myrrh?" 

"Don’t  worry  about  it,  you 
don’t  need  to  know.  Just  take 
a good  whiff  ...  Trust  Me." 

Suddenly,  Tex  and  Ned 
levitated,  rising  into  the  PURE 
WHITE  LIGHT,  disappearing. 


Suddenly,  something  warm 
and  heavy  hit  my  head. 
Remember  the  problems  we 
would  have  if  cows  could  fly, 
well  horses  are  even  worse. 

Suddenly,  a stair  case  of 
PURE  WHITE  LIGHT 
appeared  before  me.  I looked 
at  the  stairs,  and  then  decided 
to  take  my  stand. 

"Fuck  you,"  I yelled,  "I’m 
not  doing  stairs  at  three  in 
the  morning!!!!" 

Suddenly,  the  stairs  began 
to  rise. 

"Thank  God  for  escalators!" 
I sighed. 

Suddenly,  I realized  that 
this  was  almost  biblical  in 
proportion.  I was  looking  over 
my  shoulder  for  Charlton 
Heston.  Then  I said  to 
myself,  "Fuck  you,  you’re  an 
atheist!  Must  be  Aliens." 

I had  visions  of  Sigourney 
Weaver.  And  then,  Sigourney 
and  Chuck.  Then  visions  of 
commandments  being  broken 

seas  being  parted  ....  my 

head  began  to  spin  

consciousness  slipped  from  me. 

Time  passed. 

More  time  passed. 

Then,  even  more  time 


And  then  when  you  least 
expected  it,  More  time  passed. 

Suddenly,  I shook  my  head, 
and  I realized  that  I was 
definitely  somewhere  else,  and 
it  was  some  time  later. 

My  surroundings  were  of 
PURE  WHITE  LIGHT.  By 
this  time,  I was  fucking  sick 
of  PURE  WHITE  LIGHT. 
Looking  around,  I saw 
numerous  medical  tools, 
charts,  and  various  high 
technology,  very  expensive 


The  above  pictures  show  the  Editur  before  (Left) 
and  after  (Right)  the  alien  infestation.  Surgeons 
say  they  can  almost  return  him  to  the  way  he 
was. 


machines.  Just  the  kind  of 
machines  that  make  human 
hospital  administrators  get 
hard.  I then  noticed  a figure 
dressed  in  PURE  WHITE 
standing  in  the  comer. 

"Nice  machines,"  I said. 
"Must  of  cost  a fortune." 

The  Alien  replied,  in 
perfect  English  (imagine  that 
Ed.)  "Thank  you.  I especially 
love  this  machine  over  here." 

"What  machine  is  that?"  I 
asked. 

"Oh,  that’s  the  machine 
that  goes  ‘PING’." 

"Enough  of  this  bullshit! 
Where  am  I?  What  has 
happened  to  me?" 

"Our  physical  counterparts 
felt  that  carrying  and  giving 
birth  to  our  young  was  hurting 
their  careers.  So  naturally, 
we  decided  that  your  it. 
Presently,  you  are  containing 
our  next  generation." 

"Generation!!"  I bellowed, 
"What  the  fuck  do  you 
mean?!?" 

"We  have  injected  you  with 
EIGHTEEN  THOUSAND, 
THREE  HUNDRED  AND 
SIXTEEN  of  our  young.  Our 
next  generation." 

I threw  up. 

"Birth  shall  take  place 
eight  months  from  now,  during 
the  celebration  season  you  call 
exams." 

I again,  threw  up. 

"I  see  you  are  responding 
well.  The  throwing  up  will 
only  last  the  first  seven 
months." 

Once  again,  I threw  up. 

Suddenly,  I was  sitting  in 
the  Engineering  Society, 
surrounded  by  a crowd  of 


Skulemen  and  Skulewomen. 

One  of  them  asked,  "What 
the  hell  happened  to  you?" 

I threw  up. 

Then  some  Engineering 
Science  geek  blurted,  "He 
looks  like  he  has  been 
impregnated  with  EIGHTEEN 
THOUSAND,  THREE 
HUNDRED  AND  SIXTEEN 
Alien  babies,  plus  or  minus  1. 
My  mother  had  the  same  look 
on  her  face  before  she  had  me 
. (Probably  did  after  too.  Ed.) 

"PREGNANT!!!!” 

I threw  up. 

"Guys  don’t  get 
pregnant!!!!" 

I threw  up  again. 

(Editur’s  note:  In  background; 
Versa  workers  collecting  puke) 

Suddenly,  from  behind  the 
crowd,  I heard, 

"I’m  an  artsie,  and  let  me 
tell  you:  You  have  a 

constitutional  right  to  your 
own  body.  You  don’t  have  to 
have  those  kids  if  you  don’t 
want  to.  Remember,  it’s  your 
RIGHT!" 

Suddenly,  another  voice 
erupted, 

"Well  I’m  an  artsy  too,  and 
let  me  tell  you:  Abortion  is 

not  the  answer.  You  can  put 
them  up  for  adoption.  Even 
Aliens  have  a RIGHT  to  life!" 

I threw  up  twice. 

Suddenly,  the  Skulemen 
tackled  the  two  artsies  and 
confined  them.  One  of  them 
yelled,  "Lock  them  into  a 
room.  I’ve  got  five  to  put  on 
the  right  to  lifer!" 

Then  another  voice,  "I’ve 
got  ten  on  pro-choice!"" 

I threw  up. 


‘ Tuesday , September  4,  1989 
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Chuckles 

Finds 

Al 

Capone’s 

Vault 


SAC  president  Charles 
Blattberg  has  unearthed  the 
secret  underground  vault  of 
Al  Capone.  Here  in  his  own 
words,  the  SAC  president 
tells  the  story  of  his  amazing 
find. 

"I’m  an  artsie,  and  you 
know,  I couldn’t  find  a job 
and  I have  already  seen 
every  re-run  of  Thirty- 
something and  Batman,  so  I 
decided  to  start  work  on  the 
Blattberg  - I mean  SAC 
tunnel.  I was  only  fifty  feet 
down  when  my  Fisher-Price 
shovel  struck  a metal  plate. 
I scraped  away  the  dirt  from 
the  plate  and  found  some 
writing.  It  read  'Al  Capone’s 
Secret  Vault’.  I immediately 
realized  that  I had  found  Al 
Capone’s  secret  vault. 

I immediately  began 
looking  fora  tool  to  open  the 
vault.  Unfortunately,  I had 
no  tool  about  me.  I decided 
to  continue  digging  past  the 
vault.  About  fifteen  feet 
down  from  the  vault,  I struck 
another  metal  plate.  Again, 

I brushed  the  dirt  aside,  and. 
read  the  words,  ‘Tools  to 
Open  Al  Capone’s  Secret 
Vault’.  I immediately 

realized  that  I had  just  found 
the  Tools  to  Open  Al  Capones 
Secret  Vault.  What  a break. 

I began  to  debate  whether 
to  continue  with  my,  I mean 


the  SAC  tunnel  or  go  back  to 
the  vault.  Then  I realized 
that  the  contents  of  the  vault 
might  finance  my,  I mean  the 
SAC  tunnel.  Then  I realised 
that  I was  in  a sixty-five  foot 
hole  with  no  ladder! 


Undaunted,  I opened  the 
tool  box  and  found  a big 
mother-fucker  of  a pogo  stick. 
I quickly  grabbed  the  tools 
and  then  bounced  on  my 
stick.  Shortly,  I was  at  my 
vault.  This  was  the  moment 
of  truth.  I used  my  tool  to 
prick  the  lock  and  pry  open 
the  door. 

I peered  inside  and  found  a 
cache  of  wondrous  and 
mysterious  items.  I 

immediately  began 
rummaging,  only  to  find... 

- a large  S and  a large  T. 
Worthless!  Just  the  ST  from 
Stewart  College. 

- tons  of  styrofoam 

- a large  sign  reading 
"ATTENTION  SCIENCE 
STUDENTS  You  ARE 
artsies. 

- a sign  reading  "Victoria 
College" 

a box  of  non-latex 
condoms.  Al  should  have 
known  better. 

There  was  obviously 
nothing  of  any  worth,  but 
then  I saw  It,  a metallic 
Hardhat  emblazoned  with  the 
Crest  of  Skule.  Attached  to 
the  Hardhat  was  a note 
which  read,  "Here’s  your 
vault  Al,  Class  of  3T9". 
Visions  of  men  and  women 
proudly  leading  the  world 
into  the  future  filled  my 
head.  I only  wish  I had 
what  it  takes  to  be  privileged 
enough  to  wear  the  Hardhat.” 


RE-PSYCOING 


And  you  may  ask  yourself,  "What  are 
these  plastic  bin’s  for?" 

And  you  may  say  to  yourself, "What 
a good  idea!" 

Sometime  this  term  Recycling  bins 
will  magically  appear  for  aluminum 
pop  cans.  We  ask  for  your 
cooperation  in  using  the  recycling 
boxs  for  their  proper  use  and  to  help 
us  make  them  work.  For  more 
information,  contact  Andrew  Wyllie 
(V.P.  External)  in  the  Engineering 
Society. 


Can  you  spot  the 
PSYCHOLOGY  major? 


PSYCHOLOGY 

It’s  not  for  everybody 
(but  if  ihould  be) 

University  of  Toronto  Psychology  Department 


semesters  cross-pollinating  marijuana 
with  mint  leaves,  hoping  to  come  up 
with  mentholated  grass.  4.  Uh-uh.  She's 
biology  major  Wanda  Ptarmigan,  who's 
doing  her  tilth  term  paper  on  Eastern 
Oregon  bird  droppings.  5.  No  way.  He's 
(ilm  major  Kermit  Flashback,  who's 
finishing  up  a 3-hour  documentary 
on  toe  fungus  before  graduating  and 
joining  his  father's  plumbing  equip- 
ment business.  6.  Right.  This  Is  the 
psychology  major  who's  learning  what 
makes  people  tick  and  why  so  many 
students  waste  four  years  here  taking 
courses  they'll  have  no  practical  use 
for  in  later  life. 


1.  Wrong.  He’s  African  history  major 
Lester  Kareem,  who  intones  Ashanti 
war  chants  during  Student  Council 
meetings.  2.  Nope.  She's  Myrna  Dipth- 
thong,  languages  major  and  campus 
sex  nut.  She's  mastered  17  dialects  of 
Norwegian  and  can't  say  "No!"  in  any 
of  them.  3.  Forget  it.  He's  Gordon  Sta- 
men, botany  major,  who's  spent  three 


ATTENTION 

READERS 


This  is  a real  DeVry  ad.  Would  this  ad  actually 
entice  you  to  go  to  this  school?  Maybe  they 
should  use  real  models  instead  of  students.  In 
any  event,  just  be  glad  you  got  that  acceptance 
letter  F!rosh. 


DeVRY  can  put  your  career 
on  the  fast  track. 


7 had  the  education  to  start  working 
* on  the  world's  most  powerful  proton 
accelerator  right  out  of  DeVry. . . no 
working  my  way  up.  "JeffUtterback. 
Fermi  National  Laboratory,  1986 
DeVry  graduate,  Chicago  campus. 

At  DeVry,  you  get  an  education 
that  fits. . . right  from  the  start. 


You  learn  by  doing.  In  hands-on 
classes  using  the  tools  and  methods 
professionals  use.  You  study  with 
teachers  who  have  real-world  ex- 
perience. Courses  are  designed  with 
Input  from  Industry  leaders.  Day  and 
evening  classes  available.  For  more 
Information,  call  or  write  today. 


D Electronics  Technology  >_^ 

□ Computer  Information  Systems 

□ Business 


Address  _ 
City 


_ Province  _ 


_ Postal  Code 

DeVry:  2201  Finch  Ave.  West 
\ Weston  (Toronto),  Ontario,  M9M  2Z4 


_ Age  _ 


_ Phone  _ 


(416)741-9220 


*>  I tHOlVIT  CANADA  NC  I 


I 


'Tuesday,  September  4,  1989 
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JOIN  IN 

Shinerama 

THE  FUN 


WARNING! 

THIS  IS  AN  EVENT  NOT  TO  BE  MISSED! 


What?  EAA  Sports  Pub  1989,  sign  up  to  play  your  favorite 
Sport(s) 

When?  Friday  September  15th  at  5:00  p.m. 

Where?  Suds  Pub,  The  Sandford  Fleming  Cafeteria 
Why?  Because  * 

How?  Run,  walk,  crawl,  swim,  jog,  tumble,  fall,  roll,  jump,  trip, 

* drive,  fly,  etc.  JUST  BE  THERE! 

Meet  interesting  people,  do  interesting  things,  and  go  interesting  places. 

This  message  sponsored  by  the  Committee  to  elect  Arthur  Carlson 

Herbert  R Tarlic  Chairman  

EditurNeeds  Love 


I’M  LOOKING 
FOR  MEN! 


Not  Boys,  Not  Adolescents,  Not 
Pimply-Faced  Teenagers 

BUT  MEN 

Who've  Got  the  Guts  to  Take  My 
Grueling,  Mind-Crushing  Course 

PHYSICS  180F 

Sure,  it  s lough,  bul  who  ever  said  lilo  was 
easy?  II  you’re  looking  lor  a challenging 
and  brain-wracking  course  you’ll  remem- 
ber with  pride  in  years  to  come,  apply  now 
and  maybe  I’ll  consider  you. 

Prof.  D.  G.  Ivey 

3 p.m.  Mondays  & Wednesdays 
Science  Building 


NOT  FOR  SISSIES  OR  GOOF-OFFS! 


You  May  Have  Already 
Gotten  A Passing  Mark  In 

PREHISTORIC 

ARCHAEOLOGY! 

(If  You  Have  The  Winning 
Number  In  Professor  Alvin 
Wimbert's  "Prehistoric 
Archaeology  Sweepstakes"!) 


Gala  Drawing 
Before 

The  Mid-Term 


Your  Numbar  Is: 

750448 


If  you  read  the  paper  like 
most  people,  i.e.  from  the 
front  to  back,  you  will 
already  know  that  the  Editur 
is  in  quite  a plight.  If  you 
don’t  already  know  this,  then 
learn  how  to  fuckin’  read 
properly.  Anyway.  Certain 
that  you  feel  for  the  welfare 
of  the  Toike  Oike,  and  in 
turn  its  Editur-in-Chief,  it 
was  decided  that  this  was 
the  time  to  let  you  in  on  the 
whole  plight. 


ALIENS.  Can  you  imagine 
having  aliens  in  your  body? 
I thought  not.  Well,  neither 
can  the  Editur-in-Chief.  The 
Editur  has  decided  that  these 
critters  have  just  got  to  go. 
The  fact  that  he  has  the 
babies  was  an  accident  and 
there  is  no  reason  why  he 


Don't  Miss  Doctor  Hans  JunRfrau's 
THE  SCIENCE  OF  YODELING 
1 p.m.  Mon,  — Wed.  Science  Hall 


should  have  to  live  with  this 
accident  for  the  rest  of  his 
life.  And  besides,  the  world 
will  probably  be  a much 
nicer  place  without 
EIGHTEEN  THOUSAND, 
THREE  HUNDRED  AND 
SIXTEEN  aliens  roaming 
around  it.  For  whatever 
reasons  or  non-reasons,  the 
Editur  has  decided  that 
throwing  up  constantly  is  not 
his  style,  and  these  babies 
have  got  to  go.  And  this  is 
where  you,  the  loyal  reader 
fit  in. 


In  order  to  have  the 
Editur’s  wishes  realised,  two 
major  hurdles  have  to  be 
overcome,  both  of  which 
involve  you,  the  reader.  The 
first  crisis  the  Editur  needs 
help  for  is  moral  support  and 
company.  You  see,  the 
Editur  has  recently  separated 
from  his  previous  source  of 
support.  She  says  that  it 


was  his  fault  that  he  went 
out  and  got  pregnant  and 
that  she  would  never,  ever 
be  able  to  trust  him  again. 
Some  people!  Anyway, 
because  the  Editur-in-Chief 
is  at  an  extreme  low  right 
now,  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  that  you,  the 
reader,  keep  his  spirits  by 
sending  him  letters  of  love 
and  support.  The  Editur  is 
really  low,  so  huge  volumes 
of  letters  are  needed  to  boost 
them  up.  Besides,  the 
Editur-in-Chief  sitting  in  all 
those  letters  will  make  one 
hell  of  a nice  picture  for  the 
Toike’s  next  issue. 

This  huge  volume  of  letters 
brings  up  the  other  major 
need  of  the  Editur’s,  that 
being  financial  support.  The 
problem  arises  from  the 
unavailability  of  alien  baby 
removal  in  the  Metro  Toronto 
region,  and  the  few  clinics 
that  do  such  a procedure 


charge  a hefty  fee  for  the 
service.  The  cheapest  rate 
out  there  was  $250  a head 
with  a 6%  discount  for 
volume.  For  all  those  artsies 
out  there  that  don’t  already 
know  the  answer,  that  comes 
to  a total  bill  of  $4,551,526. 
So  you  can  see  the  Editur’s 
problem.  But  the  solution  is 
easy,  for  in  every  letter  of 
love  and  support,  you  can 
include  a donation  for  $250 
and  in  return,  you  can  own 
your  own  alien.  Compete 
with  your  friends  to  see  who 
can  own  the  most  aliens! 

Join  in  the  love.  Be  a part 
of  the  Toike  Oike.  Send  all 
letters  of  love  to, 

The  Toike  Oike 
c/o  The  Engineering  Society 
10  King’s  College  Road 
Sandford  Fleming  Building 
B670 

Toronto,  Ontario 
M5S  1A1 
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Literary  Classic 


THE  SKINHEAD  HAMLET 
Shakespeare’s  play  translated  into  modern  English 

Our  hope  was  to  achieve  something  like  the  effect  of  the  New 
English  Bible — Eds 

ACT  I SCENE  I 

The  battlements  of  Elsinore  Castle. 

Enter  hamlet,  followed  by  ghost, 
chost:  Oi!  Mush! 
hamlet:  Ycr? 
ghost:  I was  fucked! 

{ Exit  GHOST.) 

hamlet:  O fuck. 

(Exit  HAMLET.) 

SCENE  II 

The  Throneroom. 

Enter  king  Claudius,  Gertrude,  hamlet  and  court. 
Claudius:  Oi!  You,  Hamlet,  give  over! 
hamlet:  Fuck  off,  won't  you? 

(Exit  CLAUDIUS,  GERTRUDE,  COURT.) 
h (Alone)  They  could  have  fucking  waited. 

( Enter  horatio.) 
horatio:  Oi!  Whaccha  cock! 
hamlet:  Weeceey! 

(Exeunt.) 

SCENE  III 

Ophelia’s  Becjroom. 

Enter  Ophelia  and  Laertes. 

Laertes:  I'm  fucking  off  now.  Watch  Hamlet  doesn’t  slip  you 
one  while  I'm  gone. 

Ophelia:  I'll  be  fucked  if  he  does. 

(Exeunt.) 

SCENE  IV 

The  Battlements. 

Enter  horatio,  hamlet  and  ghost, 
ghost:  Oi!  Mush,  get  on  with  it! 
hamlet:  Who  did  it  then? 

ghost:  That  wanker  Claudius.  He  poured  fucking  poison  in 
my  fucking  ear! 
hamlet:  Fuck  me! 

(Exeunt.) 

act  u scene  i 

A corridor  in  the  castle. 

Enter  hamlet  reading.  Enter  polonius. 

polon:  Oi!  You! 

hamlet:  Fuck  off,  grandad! 

(Exit  Polon.  Enter  rosencrantz  and  cuildenstern.) 
ros  & gu:  Oi!  Oi!  Mucca! 
hamlet:  Fuck  off,  the  pair  of  you! 

(Exit  ROS  and  GUILD.) 
hamlet:  (Alone)  To  fuck  or  be  fucked. 

(Enter  Ophelia.) 

Ophelia:  My  Lord! 

hamlet:  Fuck  off  to  a nunnery! 

(They  exit  in  different  directions.) 

ACT  HI  SCENE  1 

The  Throne  Room. 

Enter  players  and  all  COURT, 
i player:  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  cart  . 

Claudius:  1 11  be  fucked  if  l watch  any  more  of  this  crap. 
(Exeunt.) 

SCENE  II 

Gertrude’s  Bedchamber. 

Enter  hamlet,  to  Gertrude, 
hamlet:  Oi!  Slag! 

Gertrude:  Watch  your  fucking  mouth,  kid! 
polon:  (From  behind  the  curtain)  Too  right. 


hamlet:  Who  the  fuck  was  that? 

(He  stabs  polonius  through  the  arras.) 
polon:  Fuck! 

hamlet:  Fuck!  I thought  it  was  that  other  wanker. 
(Exeunt.) 


ACT  IV  SCENE  I 

A Court  Room. 

Claudius:  Fuck  off  to  England  then! 
hamlet:  Delighted,  mush. 

SCENE  II 

The  Throne  Room. 

OPHELIA,  GERTRUDE  and  CLAUDIUS. 

Ophelia:  Here,  cop  a whack  of  this. 

(She  hands  GERTRUDE  some  rosemary  and  exits.) 

Claudius:  She's  fucking  round  the  twist,  isn't  she? 
Gertrude:  (Looking  out  the  window) 

There  is  a willow  grows  aslanc  the  brook. 

Claudius:  Get  on  with  it,  slag. 

Gertrude:  Ophelia's  gone  and  fucking  drowned! 

Claudius:  Fuck!  Laertes  isn't  half  going  to  be  browned  off. 
(Exeunt.) 

SCENE  III 

A Corridor. 

laertes:  (Alone)  I'm  going  to  fucking  do  this  lot. 

(Enter  Claudius.) 

Claudius:  I didn’t  fucking  do  it,  mate.  It  was  that  wanker 
Hamlet. 

laertes:  Well,  fuck  him. 

ACT  V SCENE  I 

Hamlet's  Bedchamber. 
hamlet  and  horatio  seated. 

hamlet:  I got  this  feeling  I’m  going  to  cop  it,  Horatio,  and 
you  know,  I couldn’t  give  a flying  fuck. 

(Exeunt.) 


SCENE  u 

Large  Hall. 

Enter  hamlet,  laertes,  court,  Gertrude,  Claudius, 
laertes:  Oi,  wanker:  let's  get  on  with  it. 
hamlet:  Delighted,  fuckface. 

(They  Jiglil  and  both  are  poisoned  by  the  poisoned  sword.) 
laertes:  Fuck! 
hamlet:  Fuck! 

(The  QUEEN  drinks.) 
certrude:  Fucking  odd  wine! 

Claudius:  You  drunk  the  wrong  fucking  cup,  you  stupid 
cow! 

hamlet:  (Pouring  the  poison  down  Claudius'  throat):  Well,  fuck 
you! 

Claudius:  I’m  fair  and  squarely  fucked. 
laertes:  Oi,  mush:  no  hard  feelings,  eh? 
hamlet:  Ycr. 

(laertes  dies.) 
hamlet:  Oi!  Horatio! 
horatio:  Yer? 

hamlet:  I’m  fucked.  The  rest  is  fucking  silence. 

(hamlet  dies.) 

horatio:  Fuck:  that  was  no  ordinary  wanker,  you  know. 
(Enter  fortinbras.) 

fortin:  What  the  fuck's  going  on  here? 
horatio:  A fucking  mess,  that’s  for  sure. 
fortin:  No  kidding.  I see  Hamlet's  fucked. 
horatio:  Yer. 

fortin:  Fucking  shame:  fucking  good  bloke. 

horatio:  Too  fucking  right. 

fortin:  Fuck  this  for  a lark  then.  Let's  piss  off. 

(Exeunt  with  alarums.) 

RICHARD  CURTIS 
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Toike 

Recipes 

by  Wayne  McPhee 

As  a public  service  the 
Toike  has  put  together  a 
collection  of  recipes  for  those 
people  who  have  just  moved 
away  from  home  and  want  to 
make  food  for  themselves, 
cheap! 

This  week  the  Toike 
recipe  staff  has  concentrated 
on  beverages.  We  present 
three  recipes  for  drinks 
which  are  inexpensive  and 
thirst  quenching. 


1.  Water 

Water  comes  out  of  most 
taps  and  can  be  drunk  either 
hot  or  cold.  Most  people 
prefer  it  cold.  As  well  it 
should  be  noted  that 
although  kitchen  and 
bathroom  water  both  come 
from  the  same  place,  kitchen 
water  tastes  better. 


2.  Milk 

Unknown  to  many  new 
students  milk  requires  little 
preparation,  all  that  is 
required  is  to  open  the  milk 
container,  pour  the  milk  into 
a glass,  and  drink.  Some 
adventurous  people  have  been 
known  to  skip  the  glass  step 
and  drink  the  milk  straight 
out  of  the  carton.  We 
recommend  that  the 
uncoordinated  don’t  try  this 
at  home  or  in  public  if 
anyone  is  watching. 


3.  Beer  Cooler 

Beer  coolers  have  recently 
appeared  on  the  market  and 
have  become  quite  popular 
with  people  who  don’t  like 
the  taste  of  beer.  We  now 
present  our  recipe  for  a beer 
cooler  which  can  be  made  in 
many  flavours! 

Pour  into  a jug 

6 light  beers 

1/2  cup  sugar 

1 packet  of  kool-aid  (any 
flavour) 

Coolers  are  popular  with 
many  party  goers,  but  we 
suggest  you  name  your  cooler 
something  strange  and  tell 
people  you  got  the  stuff  from 
the  States.  For  example  if 
you  use  lime  kool-aid  you  can 
call  the  stuff  "sublime  cooler" 
or  if  you  use  kiwi  fruit  you 
can  call  it  "kiweewee  cooler,” 
after  all  you  only  rent  beer 
coolers.  How  ’bout  a fruit 
punch  batch  called  "froot 
beer."  Guaranteed  to  break 
the  ice  at  parties.  Be  the 
first  on  you  street  to  get 
drunk  on  homemade  coolers. 
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RIPPING  OFF  VARSITY 


Paper-Burning 


Engineers  burn  The  Varsity  in  the  February  snow  of  1929.  They 
are  burning  The  Varsity  that  was  put  out  by  thtf  S AC-acceptnble  staff 
after  the  resignation  of  Ryan  who  had  proved  "unacceptable”  in  his 
views.  Ryan  published  his  views  in  The  Adversity,  (3  columns  of  The 
Telegram)  for  a week.  This  was  also  burned  on  the  same  occasion  by 
members  of  the  opposition  and  so  both  papers  burned  merrily  away 
together.  J 


The  story  begins  with  the 
group  of  us  cramming  for 
material  for  the  Toike  in 
time  for  our  deadline.  We 
had  crashed  headlong  into 
writers  block  so  the  extra 
material  needed  just  wasn’t 
forthcoming.  On  the  verge  of 
panic,  the  Editur  was  taking 
a freak  on  a beer  can  with  a 
baseball  bat.  Fearing  that 
he  may  be  next,  Meric 
suggested  that  the  group 
take  a hike  over  to  the 
Varsity  for  material.  "They 
have  all  kinds  of  filler  shit 
over  there." 

The  idea  was  well  received, 
and  the  group  began 
collecting  provisions  for  their 
journey.  Kohn  grabbed  his 
camera  and  cooler  bag,  the 
Editur  didn’t  borrow  a set  of 
lock  picks  from  the  B.F.C., 
and  the  rest  of  the  gang 
made  sure  that  Kohn’s  cooler 
bag  was  well  stocked.  With 
this  taken  care  of,  the 
journey  began. 

Ten  minutes,  and  a dozen 
beer  later,  the  group  arrived 
at  the  front  door  of  the 
Varsity.  As  the  Editur 
reached  into  his  pockets  for 
the  picks,  Wandre  opened 
the  door,  for  the  Varsity 
people  were  very  careless 
and  left  the  door  opened.  Of 
course  all  this  meant  was  a 
savings  of  thirty  seconds. 


Inside,  the  group  took  a 
look  around  while  Kohn  took 
pictures  of  the  situation. 
Figuring  that  nothing 
important  enough  would  be 
stored  on  the  ground  floor, 
the  group  went  to  their  right 
and  proceeded  up  the  stairs. 
ATTENTION  VARSITY  Get 
higher  bannisters  for  your 
stairs.  Wandre  almost  never 
survived  the  fall.  In  any 
event,  we  arrived  at  the 
second  floor  where  we 
paused  to  quench  the  thirst 
we  had  worked  up.  While 
drinking  their  beer,  the 

group  looked  into  the  make- 
up room.  For  some  reason, 
they  had  these  really  gay 
(we  mean  happy  Ed.) 
footprints  on  the  ceiling. 
Unimpressed,  we  proceeded 
upstairs  again,  to  the 

archives. 

The  archives  provided  us 
with  a prise  for  our  quest, 
for  buried  deep  in  their  files 
we  found  the  75th 
anniversary  issue  of  the 

Varsity  from  Tuesday, 

November  29,  1955.  Inside 

this  issue  we  found  some 
interesting  articles  which  we 
have  included  with  this 
article.  With  our  goal 

satisfied,  we  had  a 

celebration  beer,  and  then 
vacated.  The  group  even 


obeyed  the  sign,  and  closed 
the  door  behind  them  when 
leaving  the  third  floor. 

Upon  arrival  back  at  the 
Eng.  Soc.,  the  group  was  in 
glee  for  they  had  successfully 
obtained  the  necessary 
material  to  finish  the  paper. 


The  group  was  only  unhappy 
about  one  thing,  that  was 
that  Kohn  had  not  put  any 
film  in  his  camera,  and  thus 
there  were  no  pictures  of 
their  brave  escapade.  In  any 
event,  they  still  had  the 
issue,  and  they  had  still 
done  well. 


The  Engineering  Story 


Whist  and  Quoits  in  Skule  Past 


Skulemen  were  not  always  the 
rowdiest,  booziest  crowd  on  the 
campus.  Back  in  the  "good  ole 
days"  when  they  were  "literate" 
and  spelled  Skule  "School"  engi- 
neers partook  of  the  most  inno- 
cent amusements, _ 

Instead  of  beer-drinking  con- 
tests they  won  championship 
medals  for  a lug  of  war  in  1890, 
Later,  instead  of  consuming  quan- 
tities of  brew  going  to  Kingston 
for  the  football  garnet  the  Engi- 
neers preferred  to  play  whist  and 
pitch  quoits. 

For  the  first  time  during  the 
Gay  Nineties,  SPS  men  brought 
their  lady  friends  to  visit  the 
School  building.  However,  this 
was  looked  on  with  great  distrust 
"3  a forecast  of  co-education. 

By  the  Roaring  Twenties,  the 
Engineers  were  still  fairly  refined. 
In  "Spasms" — the  equivalent  to 
to-day's  Skulenite,  there  were  no 
"crude  references"  with  music- 
supplied  by  the  "Toike  Oikes|ra  " 

But  by  1928,  the  Engineers  were 
beginning  to  realize  that  ihey  had 
a reputation  to  live  up  to.  Two 
hundred  copies  of  The  Varsity 
were  burned  outside  the  little  red 
sehoolhouse.  The  "causa  belli" 
this  day  remains  unknown. 

The  next  year  they  were  really 
on  their  way.  Following  a very 
orderly  Soph-Frosh  banquet,  the 
engineers  marched  up  Yonge  St. 
on  the  street  car  tracks,  holding 
up  traffic  and  pulling  the  poles 
off  the  street-cars  as  they  went. 
Then  they  proceeded  to  invade 
Loew's  Theatre,  where  the  cashier 


alarmed  by  their  behavior  refused 
them  admittance  and  called  the 
police.  Only  after  a lecture  by  a 
senior  student  and  several  plain- 
clothes officers  did  they  reluc- 
tantly disband.  Several  were 
arrested  but  no  charges  were  laid. 

The  Thirties  saw  a great  chapter 
in  the  perennial  struggle  against 
the  artsmen.  In  retaliation  for 
"lappings"  administered  the  night 
of  School  initiation,  some  Engi- 
neers gathered  one  night  at  mid- 
night for  an  organized  attack  on 
Burwash  Hall.  Vic*nen  retaliated 
by  spraying  the  SPS'  men  with 
hoses  from  the  third  floor,  and 
(tave  any  captured  Schoolmen  a 
taste  of  Victorian  Hospitality—" 
such  as  tupping,  stripping  and 
painting. 

Many  brave  men  lost  their 
trousers  as  well  as  their  shirts 
that  night,  a Varsity  relates.  Vic 
men  unfortunate  enough  to  be 
caught  were  treated  with  black 


shoe  polish  from  head  to  toe.  B 
| when  police  finally  broke  up  t 
attack,  the  rivals  joined  fori 
in  giving  the  Toronto  yell. 

In  1932,  a black  year  for  Sku 
initiations  were  forbidden  by  t 
Dean.  It  appeared  that  during  l 
anual  brawl  in  the  Engineers 
building,  the  Dean  was  rati 
roughly  handled. 

A similar  situation  was  the  "E 
gineers1  Riot"  of  1954  in  whi 
furniture  was  damaged  at  LI 
a,ld  T r i n i t y,  and  Pi 
McAndrevu.  the  Registrar  of  U 
was  slightly  injured.  A constiL 
tive  initiation  this  year,  whi 
included  cleaning  up  some  of  t 
uly  brought  enthusiast 

praise  from  Mayor  Phillips. 

But  lo  Provo  enginoe.s  „„  s, 
bank-men  at  heart,  one  of  the 
number  recently  gained  fame  f 
himself  and  his  faculty  by  wi 
ning  the  "beer-drinking  title 
Canada." 


OCTOBER  27,  1883 
Professor  to  class  in  surgery: 
"The  right  leg  of  the  patient,  as 
you  see,  is  shorter  than  the  left 
m consequence  of  which  he  limps! 
Now,  what  would  you  do  in  a 
case  of  this  kind?"  Bright  student 
"Limp,  too." 

OCTOBER  25,  1884 
Prof.  "Mention  an  oxide." 
Student.  "Leather."  "Oxide  of 
what?"  Student.  "Oxide  of 
beef."  Exit  professor. 


From  Our  Files 


MARCH  29,  1881 
It-  is  said  thal  the  peculi 
sunsets  are  cuused  by  the  s 
trying  to  set  by  ihe  m 
standard  time. 

NOVEMBER  8,  1899 
"If  certain  freshmen  wish  l 
avoid  trouble  they  will  do  we 
to  discontinue  lighting  the 
cigarettes  in  the  college  built 
ing.  This  notice  wus  came 
in  'Hie  Varsity  fifty-six  yea 
ago. 


COME  DOWN 
TO 

SUDS 

THE 

ENGINEERING 

PUB 

A great  warm-up  to  any  Friday  Night. 

Opens  at  3:00  p.m.  in  the  basement  of 
the  Sandford  Fleming  Building. 
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A Day  in  the  Life 


by  Joe  Fuda 
ELEC  8T8 

12:01  a.m.:  You  have  been 

awake  for  72  hours  straight 
now  and  you  still  have  to 
write  up  two  lab  reports  and 
three  problem  sets  which  are 
due  later  on  today.  This 
may  seem  like  a lot  but,  by 
fourth  year,  you  have  enough 
time  to  b.  s.  your  way 
through  one  of  the  labs,  fake 
the  results  for  the  second, 
copy  two  of  the  problem  sets, 
and  forge  a doctor’s  note  for 
the  third  if  you  work  straight 
through  the  night.  This  will 
leave  you  a margin  of 
approximately  fifteen  minutes 
to  hand  everything  in  on 
time  if  you  don’t  leave  any 
time  to  eat  or  approximately 
one  logic  gate  delay  if  you  do. 


8:23  a.m.:  Your  mother 

wakes  you  up  at  your  desk 
where  you  nodded  off  fifteen 
minutes  earlier.  Oh  well,  so 
much  for  eating.  Your  spine 
has  adopted  a rigid 
hyperbolic  shape  from  sitting 
at  your  desk  all  night  and 
this  prevents  you  from  seeing 
yourself  in  the  bathroom 
mirror,  good  thing.  A quick 
glance  at  the  clock  tells  you 
it’s  8:33  a.m.  A little  mental 
arithmetic  tells  you  that, 
since  it  takes  exactly  38 
minutes  to  get  to  school,  you 
can  just  make  it  to  class  one 
minute  late,  if  you  leave 
RIGHT  NOW.  You  just 
barely  reach  the  bus  stop  in 
time  to  see  the  bus  leave 
without  you. 


9:20  a.m.:  Walking  towards 

the  lecture  room  you 
mentally  practice  every 
possible  scenario  between  you 
and  the  professor  and  plan 
an  answer  for  every  smart 
remark  he  may  make  as  you 
enter  the  room  late.  This  is 
the  professor  who  is  a world 
renowned  leader  in  his  field 
at  embarrassing  latecomers. 
You  enter  the  room  ready  for 
anything  except  what  really 
happens.  He  has  a gun. 
After  he  fires  a warning  shot 
between  your  legs  you  decide 
it  is  best  just  to  bow  out 
gracefully,  and  quickly. 


9:30  a.m.:  So  much  for  the 

lecture.  Maybe  now  would 
be  a good  time  to  drop  by  the 
career  centre  and  drop  off  a 
U.C.P.A.  form.  Once  at  the 
centre,  you  peer  through  the 
slot  in  the  bow  containing 
the  applications  at  the  form 


on  top.  The  name  at  the  top 
of  the  form  reads,  "Ino 
Everything  B.Sc., 
B. A. Sc. (MIT),  Ph.D.(HARV), 
F.I.E.E.E.,  P.Eng."  Oh  well, 
you  really  didn’t  want  a 
$40,000  a year  job  with  a 
company  car  and  offices  in 
the  Caymen  Islands  anyway, 
did  you? 


1:05  p.m.:  You  have  just  left 
a lecture  on  Advanced 
Software  Techniques.  Your 
head  is  spinning  in  a 
peculiar  sort  of  way.  The 
only  vaguely  similar 
sensation  you  have  ever  had 
in  your  life  came  one  day 
when  you  accidentally 
ingested  a mixture  of  Freon 
and  heroine.  In  a daze,  you 
stumble  down  to  the  cafeteria 
for  lunch.  After  waiting  ten 
minutes  for  a Versa  Hot 
Entree  Special  you  receive  a 
slab  of  something  vaguely 
resembling  meat  but  there  is 
too  much  gravy  on  it  for  you 
to  be  sure.  You  normally 
don’t  trust  the  food  at  Versa 
since  it  makes  you  feel  sick 
but  this  time  you  don’t  care, 
nothing  could  possibly  make 
you  feel  worse  than  you  do 
already.  After  waiting 
another  ten  minutes  in  the 
cashier’s  fine  watching  the 
other  line  go  by  at  light 
speed  you  finally  pay  for  your 
food,  which  has  now  achieved 
temperatures  similar  to  those 
used  for  ceramic 
superconductors. 

1:30  p.m.:  You  sit  down  a 

lopsided  lunch  table  where 
all  you  friends  are  busy 
programming  a textbook  into 
their  pocket  computers  in 
preparation  for  this 
afternoon’s  50%  midterm. 
This  reminds  you.  You 
forgot  you  four-ftinetion  solar 
-powered  abacus  at  home 
today.  After  taking  a bit 
from  your  meal  you  realize 
that  you  were  wrong  earlier 
about  not  possibly  feeling 
worse. 


2:58  p.m.:  You  have  been 

staring  at  a blank  test  paper 
for  48  minutes  now  and  the 
answer  to  the  first  question 
finally  comes  to  you.  As 
soon  as  your  pencil  makes 
contact  with  the  paper  to 
write  it  down  however  a T.A. 
comes  by  and  snatches  the 
answer  book  from  you 
muttering  some  thing  in  a 
foreign  language  that  either 
means  "time  is  up"  or 
"magnetic  snails  will  chew  at 


your  flesh  soon."  Either  way, 
you’re  screwed. 


3:58  p.m.:  After  shaking  off 

the  effects  of  midterm 
interruptus,  you  go  to  your 
analog  circuits  lab  and  spend 
an  hour  and  forty  five 
minutes  putting  together  an 
op-amp  circuit.  After  all  the 
wiring  is  done  you  turn  the 
power  to  the  circuit  on. 
Nothing  blows  up  for  a 
change.  It’s  a good  sign. 
However,  you  notice  a slight 
offset  in  your  output  so  you 
call  the  T.A.  over  for  some 
help.  "It’s  all  wrong!  ...  Do 
it  over!!!!"  she  advises  and 
then  leaves.  But,  before 
leaving  for  her  coffee  she 
comes  back  to  give  you  a 
little  more  help.  "Do  it  right 
this  time!"  Wondering  how 
others  are  doing,  you  walk 
over  to  another  group  where 
everyone  is  watching  the 
Flintstones  on  the  colour 
television  receiver  with  stereo 
sound  and  built-in  converter 
that  this  group  just  finished. 
The  group  right  next  to  them 
have  just  popped  the  cork  on 
a bottle  of  champagne  to 
celebrate  the  fact  that  they 
got  another  perfect  mark  on 
the  circuit  that  the  T.A.  built 
for  them. 

7:30  p.m.:  It  is  now  half-way 
through  your  three  hour  arts 
elective  lecture  and  you 
finally  feel  as  though  you 
actually  understand 
something  that  the  professor 
is  saying.  Yes,  that’s  it.  It 
all  makes  so  much  sense 
now.  Wow,  knowledge. 
Doesn’t  it  feel  great!  The 
gods  have  chosen  you  and 
you  alone  to  bestow  divine 
insight  upon.  But  wait,  an 
anomaly  appears  on  the 
board.  Has  the  professor 
made  a mistake?  And  now 
another.  You  can’t  let  this 
feeling  of  power  vanish  as 
suddenly  as  it  appeared. 
You  must  ask  a question.  It 
will  be  the  first  time  in  four 
years  and  it  goes  against  all 
your  sheepish  instincts  but  it 
must  be  done,  now.  The 
professor  sees  your  hand  and 
deliberately  continues  talking 
for -another  five  minutes,  just 
to  let  you  know  who  is  in 
control  here.  He  stops  and 
points  to  you  with  a gesture 
that  you  interpret  as  "I  don’t 
know  what  you  could  possibly 
want  to  ask,  this  stuff  is 
child’s  play,  but  go  ahead 
and  ask  your  question 
anyway."  You  pose  your 
question,  in  three  parts,  with 
an  air  of  intellectual 
inquisitiveness,  using  your 


pencil  to  point  to  pertinent 
areas  of  the  board,  and  wait 
for  a reply.  The  silence  is 
ominous.  All  eyes  are  on 
you.  Suddenly  you  feel 
confused.  The  professor  is  no 
longer  in  view  and  there  is  a 
loud  noise  filling  the  room. 
The  noise,  it’s  . . . it’s  . . . 
it’s  laughter!  Everyone  is 
laughing  at  you.  Oh  the 
horror,  the  horror.  And 
where  did  the  professor  go? 
He  should  be  here  to  help 
you.  Wait,  there  he  is.  He’s 
rolling  on  the  floor  laughing 
louder  than  anyone.  The 
gods  have  deserted  you.  You 
are  a wretched,  ignorant, 
impotent  mortal  alone  in  a 
universe  filled  with  entropy 
and  angry  snails. 


11:59  p.m.:  Time  to  start 

your  computer  assignment 
that  was  due  two  weeks  ago. 
You  dial  up  ECF  from  your 
modem  and  are  greeted  with 
the  usually  friendly  prompts. 
You  kindly  request  access  to 
a micro-VAX  and  wait  for  the 
reply. 

"You  are  #2465  in  queue. 
PleaBe  wait  . . ." 

You  sit  back  in  your 
chair,  pop  open  a cold  one  and 
reflect  on  your  day.  Not  bad 
for  a Monday. 


Points  to 
Ponder 

Why  do  altar  boys  kneel? 

Can  vegetarians  eat 
cockroaches?  (pigeons?) 

If  our  legs  bent  the  other 
way,  what  would  chairs  look 
like? 

Why  don't  pens  in  banks  ever 
work? 

Why  to  fatties  insist  on 
wearing  cycling  shorts? 


What  is  "The 
Community"? 


U of  T 


If  it  is  twenty  years  old,  why 
is  it  still  called  New  College? 


What  is  that  arch  by 
Rosebrugh  building  for? 


the 


Do  the  mice  think  they  can 
pull  anybody  over  with  a 
yellow  light? 

Why  are  there  no  forest  fires 
in  Forest  Hill? 
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OIKESJOIKESJOIKESJO 


What  is  the  last  thing  to  go 
through  a fly’s  mind  as  it 
hits  a windshield  ?? 

It’s  asshole. 


Wiry  don’t  roosters  lay  eggs? 

Because  they’re  too  busy 
laying  chickens. 


This  young  guy  goes  into  a 
bar  and  he’s  having  a drink 
when  he  notices  an 
unaccompanied  young  lady  at 
a nearby  table.  He  decides 
to  go  over  and  try  his  luck. 
So  he  sits  down  and  starts 
talking.  After  a while, 
conversation  turns  to  sex. 

"Actually,"  he  says, "I, m a 
little  kinky  myself." 

"I  think  I could  go  for 
someone  a little  kinky,"  she 
replies. 

"Well,  I’m  quite  a bit 
kinky." 

"I  reckon  I could  go  for 
someone  who’s  quite  a bit 
kinky,"  she  replies. 

"Well  actually,  I’m  quite  a 
lot  kinky." 

"I  quite  like  someone  who’s 
quite  a lot  kinky,"  she 
replies. 

The  conversation  continues 
along  this  line  for  quite  a 
while,  after  which  they 
decide  to  go  to  his  place 
which  is  nearby.  When  they 
get  to  his  place,  he  tells  her 
to  undress.  This  she  quickly 
does,  with  great  anticipation. 
He  then  tells  her  to  get  on 
all  fours  and  stick  her  head 
under  the  bearskin  rug.  She 
does  so,  trembling  with 
anticipation. 

She’s  under  the  rug  for 
about  two  minutes  wondering 
what  he’s  going  to  do.  Then 
five  minutes  go  by,  and  still 
nothing,  and  finally  after  ten 
minutes,  she  starts  to  get 
bored.  She  gets  up  and  says 
to  the  guy,  "I  thought  you 
said  you  were  kinky  but  I’ve 
been  waiting  under  that  rug 
for  ten  minutes  and  you 
haven’t  done  a thing." 

That’s  how  much  you 
know.  While  you’ve  been 
under  there,  I’ve  been 
shitting  in  your  handbag." 


What  do  you  call  an  Artsie 
with  half  a brain? 

Gifted. 


What  do  you  get  when  you 
cross  a prostitute  and  a 
computer? 


Where  do  you  find  a turtle 
with  no  legs? 

Where  you  left  it. 


What’s  the  difference  between 
a pervert  and  a kinky 
person? 

A pervert  uses  a feather  and 
a kinky  person  uses  the 
whole  chicken. 


What’s  the  definition  of 
gross? 

1.  When  you  open  the  fridge 
door  and  the  rump  roast 
farts  at  you. 

2.  waking  up  in  the  morning 
with  a lump  in  your  throat 
and  a string  hanging  out  of 
your  mouth. 


Why  did  the  cops  take  the 
911  emergency  number  off 
the  back  of  their  cars? 

The  artsies  thought  they 
were  stealing  Porsches. 


What’s  the  difference  between 
a hog  and  a man? 

A hog  doesn’t  have  to  sit  in  a 
bar  all  night  buying  drinks 
just  so  he  can  fuck  a pig. 


What’s  the  difference  between 
a prophylactic  and  a 
parachute? 

When  a parachute  fails, 
someone  dies. 

How  many  skin  heads  does  it 
take  to  change  a light  bulb? 

Ten.  One  to  screw  it  in, 
another  to  eat  the  old  one 
and  eight  to  swear  about  it. 


Did  you  hear  about  the  artsie 
who  had  these  two  horses 
that  he  could  never  tell 
apart.  He  always  had  lots  of 
trouble  until  one  day  he 
disc  overed  that  the  white 
horse  was  two  hands  taller 
than  the  black  horse. 


What’s  so  special  when  an 
artsie  swallows  a fly? 

Well,  he’s  got  more  brains  in 
his  stomach  than  in  his  head. 


How  do  you  make  an  artsie 
laugh  on  Monday? 

Tell  him  a joke  on  Friday. 


There’s  this  guy  at  a bar 
who  has  had  quite  a bit  to 
drink.  When  the  bartender 
comes  to  collect  the  guy’s  tab, 
the  guy  has  to  admit  that  he 
hasn’t  enough  money  to  cover 
his  tab.  The  bartender  is 
unimpressed,  informing  the 
guy  that  he  had  better  pay 
up,  or  he  was  going  to  have 
to  wash  every  glass  and  dish 
in  the  bar.  The  guy  proposes 
a way  to  get  out  of  his  tab. 

"Do  you  see  that  spittoon 
over  there?"  the  guy  asks. 

"Yeah,"  replied  the 
bartender.  "So  what?" 

"Will  you  clear  my  tab  if  I 
take  a sip  of  that  spittoon?" 

"Your  crazy,"  cries  the 
bartender.  "But  if  your 
stupid  enough,  yeah  111  pay." 

So  the  guy  goes  over  to  the 
spittoon,  picks  it  up,  puts  it 
to  his  face,  and  begins  to 
drink. 

"Glug,  glug,  glug"  (Sound  of 
guy  drinking.) 

"I’m  amazed!  Okay,  I’ll 
cover  your  tab." 

"Glug,  glug,  glug." 

"I  said  okay.  You  can  stop 
now.” 

^Glug,  glug,  glug." 

"I  said  you  can  stop  now." 

"Glug,  glug,  glug." 

Finally  the  guy  stops 
drinking  and  puts  the 
spittoon  back  down. 

"Why  did  you  keep  drinking 
after  I said  it  was  alright?" 
asked  the  bartender. 

"I  couldn’t  help  it,”  replied 
the  guy.  "It  was  in  one 
chunk." 


Why  aren’t  cowboys 
circumcised? 

So  they  have  some  place  to 
keep  their  Skoal  when  they 
eat. 

Why  wasn’t  Jesus  born  at 
Erindale? 

They  couldn’t  find  three  wise 
men  or  one  virgin  there. 

A blind  man  was  led  out  onto 
a busy  street  by  his  seeing- 
eye  dog,  while  onlookers 
worried  that  he  wouldn’t 
make  it  because  of  the  heavy 
traffic.  But  he  was  lucky 
and  got  across  and  reached 
into  his  pocket  to  give  the 
dog  something  to  eat.  One  of 
the  observers  came  up  and 
asked, 

"Your  not  rewarding  that 
dog  are  you?  It  almost  got 
you  killed." 

n “No,"  replied  the  blind  man, 
"I  just  want  to  find  out 
which  end  is  his  ass  so  I can 
kick  it." 


A man  suspected  his  wife 
was  cheating  on  him  while 
he  was  at  work.  A friend 
gave  him  advice. 

"Look,  this  is  what  you  do. 
Put  a fresh  jug  of  milk  under 
the  bed.  Then  weld  a spoon 
under  the  mattress  springs, 
hanging  down  over  the  jug. 
Later,  if  you  find  some  dried 
milk  on  the  spoon,  you  will 
know  the  bed  was  used,  and 
thus  ..." 

"Right.  I’ll  try  that,"  says 
the  man. 

A few  days  later,  the  two 
met  again. 

"So  how  did  it  go?  What 
did  you  find  under  the  bed?" 

"Nothing.  It  didn’t  work. 
All  I found  was  butter  in  the 

jug-" 

i-T  ) i—  » 


A civil  engineer  was 

watching  T.V.  with  his 
girlfriend  one  evening  and 
her  father  and  mother  were 
playing  45’s  in  the  kitchen. 
The  mother  was  eating 

peanuts,  tossing  them  in  the 
air  and  catching  them  in  her 
mouth.  One  peanut  she 
tossed  up  missed  her  mouth, 
so  she  gave  it  a bat  with  her 
hand.  She  hit  it  a little  hard 
because  it  ended  up  in  the 
old  man’s  ear.  He  couldn’t 
get  it  out,  and  in  fact  was 
only  driving  it  in  farther 
with  his  finger.  She  called 
her  daughter  out  and  she 
tried  to  hook  it  out  with  a 
clip  from  her  hair.  No  luck. 
The  engineer  came  in  and 
put  his  two  fingers  on  the  old 
fellow’s  nose  and  said,  "Now, 
blow  as  hard  as  you  can." 
When  he  did  blow,  out 
popped  the  peanut. 

Old  lady: "That  Tony  sure  is 
a smart  fellow.  He  should  be 
a doctor  or  something." 

Old  fellow:"According  to  the 
smell  on  his  fingers,  he 
should  be  our  son-in-law." 


Definition  of  a damned 
shame: 

The  Scarborough  Campus  bus 
going  over  the  bluffs  ...  with 
two  seats  empty. 


Robert:  What’s  a 

schizophrenic? 

Robert:  I don’t  know,  what 

is  a schizophrenic? 

Robert:  I don’t  know  either, 

I guess  that  makes  three  of 
us. 


A fucking  know-it-all. 
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TEXANDNEDANDTEXA 
Mr- N D N E D AN  DTEXAN 


The  night  was  dark.  The  air 
was  thick  with  the  stench  of 
rotting  debris  littering  the 
alleyways.  A cat  howled. 
Fog  was  rolling  in,  clinging 
to  the  ground  like  a damp, 
clammy  blanket.  It  was  the 
kind  of  night  when  it  was 
better  to  be  inside.  You 
wouldn’t  even  want  to  go  to 
the  euphemism  on  a night 
like  this.  The  saloon  on  the 
south  campus  was  quiet. 
Very  quiet.  Too  quiet.  The 
barmaid  cleared  the 
accumulated  glasses  from  the 
bar,  wishing  she  could  go 
home.  There  was  one  guy 
sitting  all  by  himself  in  a 
dark  comer  of  the  saloon. 
He  had  been  sitting  there  for 
a long  time.  He  had  just 
ordered  six  bottles  of  beer, 
taken  the  caps  off  with  his 
teeth,  drank  all  the  beer 
down  without  pausing  and 
then  eaten  the  bottles, 
thereby  losing  the  barmaid 
the  bottle  refund  from  the 
biere  magasin.  This  lone 
man  was  our  hero,  Tex.  Tex 
looked  over  at  the  bar,  his 
face  contorting  with 
concentration  as  he  picked  a 
small  piece  of  glass  from 
between  his  teeth.  He 
slowly  rose  to  his  feet  and 
stumbled  over  to  the  bar  and 
sort  of  heaved  his  mass  onto 
an  empty  bar  stool.  With 
the  little  strength  Tex  has 
left,  he  looked  at  his  new 
surroundings.  "This  isn’t  the 
washroom,"  he  thought  to 
himself.  Realizing  his 

mistake,  Tex  looked  round 
for  the  washroom.  He 
spotted  a door  with  a dim 
light  on  it  on  the  other  side 
of  the  room.  With  his  last 
ounce  of  strength,  Tex  made 
for  the  door.  But  before  he 
reached  it,  the  light  went 
out.  Slightly  bewildered,  Tex 
looked  around  again.  It 
seemed  as  if  everything  in 
the  saloon  was  changing. 

The  last  thing  Tex  sees  is  a 
chair  floating  out  the  door. 

The  sun  rose  slowly  in  the 
east.  Tex  rolled  off  a table 
and  fell  onto  the  hard,  cold, 
wooden  floor.  About  an  hour 
later,  Tex  woke  up  to  the 
sound  of  birds  in  the  trees. 
He  gingerly  shook  his  head 
and  tried  to  figure  out  why 
he  was  lying  on  the  floor 
underneath  a table  in  the 
saloon  on  the  south  campus 
and  why  his  mouth  tasted 
like  the  bottom  of  the 
euphemism.  Not  being  able 
to  come  up  with  a reasonable 
explanation,  he  thought  that 
it  was  probably  a good  idea 
to  get  home  and  feed  Ned. 
Tex  walked  very  slowly,  so 
as  not  to  jar  his  head  too 
much.  He  liked  Sunday 
mornings  and  as  he  strolled 
along,  he  thought  that  this 
Sunday  morning  was 
especially  special,  although 
he  didn’t  quite  remember 
why. 

In  the  meantime,  back  at  the 
house,  Ned  was  waiting  for 


Tex  in  his  newly  renovated, 
FIVE  HUNDRED 
THOUSAND  DOLLAR  stable. 
He  was  starting  to  get  bored. 
He  had  had  his  morning 
jacuzzi  and  being  Sunday, 
there  was  nothing  on  the 
big-screen  TV.  Last  night 
had  not  been  a rough  night 
for  Ned.  Actually,  it  had 
been  quite  the  opposite, 
because  being  very  sensible, 
Ned  had  stayed  home  and 
watched  reruns  of  his 
favourite  TV  shows,  "Wall 
Street  Week  in  Review"  and 
"Mr.  Ed",  while  Tex  had 
gone  out  to  the  weekly 
engineering  brawl.  Ned 
didn’t  like  to  drink  much, 
except  for  water,  of  course, 
and  engineering  brawls  were 
of  little  interest  to  him. 

(Now,  just  in  case  you  didn’t 
read  about  Tex  and  Ned  last 
year  or  you’re  a F1ROSH, 
maybe  I should  explain  a few 
things:  Tex  is  the  main 

Toike  Oike  Censor  (a  position 
higher  than  editor  in  chief, 
and,  it  was  rumoured,  more 
powerful  than  President  of 
the  campus)  and  Ned  is 
Tex’s  faithful  horse  and 
companion.  And  you  should 
also  know  that  Tex  and  Ned 
are  best  buddies.  I would 
also  like  to  add  an  additional 
character  insight:  Our  Hero, 
Tex,  loves  being  the  Toike 
Oike  Censor.  It  is  the  most 
prestigious  job  on  campus 
and,  because  Tex  likes  his 
job  so  much,  he  has  become 
a world-famous  consultant 
censor.  To  date,  he  has 
censored  more  news  than 
anyone  else  alive.) 

Anyway,  Ned  was  getting  a 
little  annoyed  with  Tex.  Ned 
didn’t  care  who  Tex  was  (or 
who  Tex  thought  he  was). 
All  Ned  knew  was  that  the 
censoring  was  taking  Tex 
away  from  home  all  the  time 
and  not  even  the  FIVE 
HUNDRED  THOUSAND 
DOLLAR  renovations  to  the 
stable  made  Ned  happy.  Oh 
sure,  it  was  great  having  the 
jacuzzi  and  the  sauna  and 
the  big-screen  TV  and  the 
mega-hi-fi  and  the  swimming 
pool;  but  he  wanted  Tex 
around  the  house,  not  off 
somewhere,  consulting.  He 
was  humming  "Can’t  buy  me 
love"  (one  of  his  favourite 
songs)  when  Tex  came 
strolling  in.  "Howdy,  Ned" 
Tex  said.  "Had  your  sauna 
yet?"  Ned  stopped  humming, 
stared  at  Tex  for  a long 
moment,  and  then  looked  the 
other  way. 

Tex  knew  right  away  what 
was  wrong.  Ned  was  upset 
with  him  because  he  had 
been  very  busy  at  work  and 
hadn’t  been  paying  much 
attention  to  Ned.  Ned  was 
not  the  kind  of  horse  who 
could  be  bought.  Ned 
needed  love  and  attention 
and  FIVE  HUNDRED 
THOUSAND  DOLLARS  in 
renovations  was  not  the  way 


to  Ned’s  heart. 

(Now,  I know  that  a lot  of 
you  reading  this  are  thinking 
that  this  horse  has  got  some 
kind  of  problem.  FIVE 
HUNDRED  THOUSAND 
DOLLARS  could  go  a long 
way,  a very  long  way,  to 
fixing  up  any  of  the  decrepit 
buildings  on  the  campus  or 
towards  replacing  some  of 
the  1893  survey  equipment 
or  the  out-dated  chemistry 

lab  equipment  used  in  first 
year.  So,  you  say,  Ned 

should  have  been  happy  that 
the  campus  and  Tex  put  all 
this  money  into  making 
Ned’s  surroundings  more 

pleasant.  I would  be  happy, 
but  then  again,  I’m  not  a 
horse  . . .) 

Well,  anyway,  Tex  knew 
what  was  wrong  and  he 
wanted  to  make  Ned  smile 
again.  So  he  said,  "Come 

on,  Ned,  we’ll  go  for  a nice 
long  ride  around  the  campus, 
O.K.?"  Ned  sort  of  hesitated 
(he  didn’t  want  to  seem  too 
eager)  but  then  he  said, 
"Well,  O.K.,  as  long  as  we 
stop  by  the  Mall."  So  Tex 
ran  off  to  get  the  saddle  and 
off  they  went  toward  Hart 
House  Shopping  Mall. 

(I  should  explain  here  that 
the  Hart  House  tower  was 
destroyed  while  Tex's  friend, 
Hank,  was  doing  some 
missile  testing  to  raise  some 
money  for  the  university.  It 
was  just  as  well,  since  the 
profits  made  on  the  land  sold 
to  the  shopping  mall  people 
was  used  to  fund  the  FIVE 
HUNDRED  THOUSAND 
DOLLAR  renovations  to 
Ned’s  stable.  And  there  are 
some  people  out  there,  who 
think  testing  missiles  is  all 
bad.) 

As  they  rode  north  past 
Heinke  Hall,  Tex  pulled  out 
his  guitar  and  started 
reminiscing  about  Woodstock. 
Those  were  the  good  old 
days.  Tex  didn’t  remember 
Woodstock  even  though  he 
had  been  there,  but  he  had 
seen  the  movie  and  some 
things  did  stick  in  his  mind, 
like  meeting  Elvis. 

"You  remember  when  we  met 
Elvis  at  Woodstock,  Ned?" 
Ned  nodded. 

"Yeah,  he  had  a different 
haircut  and  his  nose  looked 
a little  odd,  but  I’m  sure  it 
was  him,  because  he  said  so. 
Remember,  Ned?"  Ned 
nodded  again. 

"And  then  we  got  busted  and 
Elvis  sang  "Jail  House  Rock" 
and  it  was  a real  party. 
Right,  Ned?" 

Ned  loved  listening  to  Tex’s 
stories.  He  hoped  that  Tex 
would  tell  his  all-time 
favourite  story. 

"Do  you  remember  ..."  Tex 


paused  and  Ned  waited 
anxiously,  ".  . . when  we 
were  at  that  bar-b-que  pool 
party?" 

Ned  smiled.  This  was  it. 
This  was  his  favourite  story. 

"There  was  no  pool  or 
bar-b-que  and  I had  that 
case  of  beer  with  me.  0 
open  all  the  bottles  with  my 
teeth,  drank  all  the  beer  and 
then  ate  the  bottles.  And 
then  this  jock  dares  me  to 
swallow  a goldfish.  So  got 
the  goldfish  bowl  and  looked 
at  this  poor,  helpless,  little 
goldfish.  I grabbed  the  fish, 
put  him  in  some  soda,  drank 
all  the  water  and  ate  the 
fish  bowl." 

Ned  could  barely  walk,  he 
was  laughing  so  hard.  Ned 
stopped  and  Tex  got  off  and 
gave  Ned  a big  hug. 

Everything  was  going  to  be 
O.K. 

Ned  had  stopped  north  of 
Hart  House,  in  the  "north 
campus",  just  outside  the 
north  campus  pub.  (The 
main  difference  between 
north  and  south  campus  was 
one  half  had  a purpose  and 
the  other  did  not.  Basically, 


all  the  buildings  on  the 
south  campus  belonged  to 
the  practical  sciences;  north 
campus  was  anybody’s 
guess.) 

They  went  in  the  pub  and 
Tex  ordered  up  a beer  and 
some  water.  The  beer  came 
in  a can.  Tex  remembered 
the  last  time  he  had  tried  to 
eat  a beer  can  ...  He 
wasked  the  bartender  for  a 
glass. 

Anyway,  Tex  and  Ned  talked 
for  a while  longer  about 
memories  and  stuff.  But  the 
fun  had  to  end  some  time 
and  Tex  had  to  get  to  work 
early  in  the  morning,  to  do 
some  heavy-duty  censoring. 
So  they  left  the  pub  and 
rode  off  into  the  sunset. 

The  End. 

J.  Andrew  Wyllie 
VP  External 
CIV  9T0 

Look  for  next  month’s  issue 
of  the  Toike  Oike  and  read 
more  about  Tex  and  Ned  and 
their  wonderful  adentures  on 
the  south  campus.  Maybe 
next  month  there’ll  be  a 
point  to  all  this  f- — b— s— . 
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